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1. Arrival at Saint Marys 

LOOK! LOOK UP there ahead! Is that Saint Marys?” Even while 
he pointed, the sturdy, red-haired boy tenaciously held his place in 
the bow of the steamboat General Scott against the press of pas-
sengers at his back. 

A fort with a stockade of sharpened pickets and a stout log 
blockhouse had come into view, and beyond it appeared ware-
houses and crowded wharves. 

“Yes, it’s Saint Marys,” agreed the tall, lanky man who had 
been friendly with sixteen-year-old Stephen Harlow all the way 
from Mackinac. His stovepipe hat made him seem at least seven 
feet tall. As he dramatically stretched out a long, black-clad arm 
toward the foaming white water of the rapids, he looked like a 
well-dressed scarecrow. “There’s the sault, as the French folks call 
’em. We’ll be docking in no time now.” 

Steve felt the Scott slow down. He began to distinguish as indi-
viduals the people waiting on the wharf. Every man, woman, and 
child in the village, he thought with a thrill of excitement, must be 
on hand to see the steamboat come in. Men, bearded, booted, and 
roughly clad, made up the greater part of the crowd. Scattered 
among them were impassive, dark-skinned Indians. Here and there 
among the slouched felt hats, woolen caps, and bare black heads, 
rose the tall hats of the better dressed, looking as out of place in 
these surroundings as the headgear of the man at Steve’s side. 

“I take it your friends will be waiting for you.” The inquisitive 
voice broke into his speculations, and the question brought back 
the sharp loneliness that had been Steve’s companion ever since 
his uncle’s death. In all the vast Lake Superior country, to which 
Saint Marys River was the gateway, the boy had but three friends, 
the Fleming family. And they, he feared, would already be far 
ahead of him on their way to the copper country. 

“I’d like to think they are, Mr. Westman,” Steve replied, “but I 
doubt it. Mr. Fleming planned to go on to Keweenaw as soon as he 
could.” 

The boy had told his shipboard acquaintance all this before. In 
fact, as the only person aboard who had shown the faintest interest 
in the lonely lad, Mr. Westman had heard pretty much everything 
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about him—about his uncle’s death on Mackinac Island, and how 
he was traveling alone to deliver a packet of papers to a Mr. Chat-
burn who had been his uncle’s partner in a copper-mining venture. 
The only fact he had kept back, Steve realized grimly, was the 
close figuring he had to do to stretch the little money he possessed 
until he could find Mr. Chatburn. His hand went instinctively to his 
pocket. There was enough to get him to Copper Harbor, but very 
little more. He did not know just what he would do if his uncle’s 
partner was not there when he arrived. 

The clanging of the ship’s bell interrupted his gloom, and Steve 
listened to the grinding of machinery as the Scott’s engines were 
reversed. The big paddle wheels churned the water, and the steam-
boat moved in to the wharf amidst shouting and confusion. Even 
before the gangplank had been run out, passengers, carrying every 
variety of hand luggage or with pack sacks and blanket rolls on 
their backs, began leaping the lane of water. Mr. Westman did not 
wait for his youthful companion. Steve watched him, his high hat 
jammed down over his ears, his coattails flying like a giant crow, 
as he made a long-legged leap to the dock and elbowed his way 
through the crowd. 

There was no real reason for Steve to hurry. Even if the Flem-
ings were there, he now felt a little shy of meeting them. After all, 
they, too, were only shipboard acquaintances. He and his uncle had 
first met them on the steamboat between Buffalo and Detroit, but 
they had both felt an instant and strong liking for the kindly Mr. 
Fleming and his attractive children, fifteen-year-old Jessie and 
Ronald, an exuberant lad of ten. They had stayed at the same hotel 
in Detroit and had taken the same boat for Mackinac Island. From 
Mackinac the Flemings had gone on at once, but Mark Burnet and 
his nephew had been forced to stay behind, for Mr. Burnet had 
been stricken with pneumonia. 

Steve picked up his carpetbag and joined the pushing mob, glad 
of any action to distract him from his loneliness. It was better to be 
shoved and jostled by hurrying passengers than harried by his own 
thoughts. He even felt a moment’s satisfaction when he managed 
to dart ahead of two of the clumsier and more pushing men and 
reached the gangplank ahead of them. This small gratification 
turned to delight when a girl’s clear voice reached him. 

“Steve! Stephen Harlow!” 



 

 3

He stared down at the crowd. There at the edge of it stood Jessie 
Fleming waving her handkerchief wildly while her small brother 
jumped up and down beside her. Steve rushed down the gangplank 
and pushed his way through to them. 

“Jessie! Ronnie! I thought you would be in the wilds of Ke-
weenaw by now.” 

“We would be, too,” Ronnie put in eagerly, “if we hadn’t 
missed the company boat and had to wait for it to come again. I’m 
glad now that we missed it. We just hoped you’d be on the Scott.” 

“I’m glad, too,” Jessie said. “We may not be here more than an-
other day or two. Father said the schooner White Gull may come 
any time now.” 

Mr. Fleming, a wiry man of middle height, seized Steve by the 
hand. “It’s a pleasure to see you again, my boy.” 

“The pleasure is mine, sir,” returned Steve emphatically. “I 
thought sure you’d be far ahead of me.” 

“We had expected to be. Where is your uncle?” 
The clouding of the boy’s face told Mr. Fleming the truth even 

before Steve replied, “Uncle Mark isn’t . . . He didn’t get 
well. . . .” Steve’s voice was close to breaking. Jessie put a quick 
hand on his arm. 

“Oh, Steve!” The real sympathy in her voice warmed him. 
“That is sad news, indeed.” Mr. Fleming’s voice was sympa-

thetic, too. “I had the greatest liking and respect for your uncle. I 
was looking forward to seeing him again. But come. This is no 
place to talk. We will go over to the hotel where you can tell us all 
about it.” 

Mr. Fleming led the way along the muddy main street which ran 
parallel with the river, with most of the buildings facing across the 
roadway toward the Water. Many of them were mere cabins of 
squared logs, whitewashed and roofed with cedar bark. 

“The little hotel is crammed to the doors,” he said. “We have 
only one room for the three of us, but we’ll see if we can get you a 
cot somewhere.” 

Steve was unpleasantly surprised. If he had to stay several days 
at Saint Marys, he might not have money enough left for the fare to 
his destination. 

“Isn’t there any boat leaving for Copper Harbor today?” he asked. 
“There was a man on the Scott who said he was going right on there.” 
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“The Independence sails tomorrow,” Mr. Fleming replied, “but 
every foot of her passenger space has been taken. You had better 
come with us on the White Gull. The Gull is owned by the company I 
am working for, the Keweenaw-Superior, but the captain is permitted 
to take a passenger or two not connected with the company, if there 
is room enough. I have no doubt I can get passage for you, though 
perhaps not a berth. You may have to sleep on deck or in the hold.” 

The prospect of not getting a berth did not worry Steve. All he 
wanted was to reach Copper Harbor before his money gave out. 
His gratitude to Mr. Fleming for this kindly offer was heartfelt. 

The small frame hotel was indeed crowded. Steve sat on Mr. 
Fleming’s cot and Jessie and Ronald on the lumpy bed, leaving the 
one chair to their father. 

Steve told his friends about his uncle’s death, and the Flemings 
had the consideration not to press him for details. 

“The doctor got a lawyer and Uncle Mark made his will,” Steve 
said, “—then he sent for me and gave me some papers to take to 
his partner in Keweenaw. He said he was sure that Mr. Chatburn 
would give me work for the rest of the summer. I wanted to ask 
some questions, but the doctor wouldn’t let him talk much. That 
night he was out of his head and . . . I never did ask them.” 

Jessie leaned over and laid a sympathetic hand on Steve’s arm 
again. 

“Uncle left everything he had to Mother and me,” the boy went 
on. “Mr. Gillette, the lawyer, did all he could for me, even wrote to 
Grandfather and Mother. I wrote her, too, of course. He took 
charge of Uncle’s money and watch and the things that would go 
to Mother. The bills that had to be paid at once, he paid, and then 
he advanced me some money to come on and gave me a letter to 
Mr. Chatburn, explaining things and, well . . . here I am.” 

“This Mr. Chatburn, your uncle’s partner, is at Copper Harbor?” 
Mr. Fleming asked. 

“Either there or at the mine. I don’t think the mine is far from 
Copper Harbor. Most of the mines are near there, aren’t they?” 

“Well, Copper Harbor seems to be the principal landing place 
for the whole peninsula, but the mining locations are scattered all 
over the northern end of Keweenaw. The Keweenaw-Superior 
Mine we’re bound for is near the Eagle River, twenty miles or so 
from Copper Harbor.” 
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